ROGUE'S DAUGHTER         119

He got up from the chair and she helped him
to take off the shabby soiled riding-coat. His
body was trembling; he was wet through to the
skin. The thing that moved her most was that
his eyes were never still, searching the globe,
the powder-stand, the dull green portrait of some
old Sunwood ancestor, the dark bulging window
against whose panes the rain, falling now gently,
pressed.

She did not stop to ask him .why he was there,
nor what catastrophe had plunged him into this
disaster, but his fear infected her. She was not
in the least afraid, but she listened, as he did, to
any outside sound. She realised that whatever
else happened his mother must not now see him.
She did not know the reason, but she understood
that he was bitterly ashamed to see his mother,
that, beyond any other possible disaster, that was
the one he dreaded*

Her sense of this made him still more mysteri-
ous to her and touched her heart yet more deeply.
Towards anyone pursued she was always to be
sympathetic, although there was some true Herries
in her that placed her also on the side of justice.
In herself she was to be always both pursued and
pursuer*

Reuben scratched on the door and came in,
not clumsy nor shy any more, but swift, silent,
efficient* He was acting for the stronger part of
himself* He closed the door very gently behind
him, bolted it softly* He had half a cold mutton-
pie, bread, cheese, ale.

Humphrey drew to the little table, devoured